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THE  BUTTERFLY. 

WILLIAM.  Look,  Mamma,  I 
have  just  found  this  in  a  corner  of 
the  room ;  I  never  saw  such  a  thing 
before.  What  is  it? 

MAMMA.  What  you  have  found 
was  once  a  caterpillar,  but  it  is  now 
a  chrysalis. 

WILLIAM.  It  seems  very  strange 
that  this  should  ever  have  been  a 
caterpiller !  Are  you  sure  of  it  ? 

MAMMA.  Yes.  But  what  should 
you  think,  if  it  were  to  change  its 
form  again,  and  become  a  beautiful 
butterfly  ? 

WILLIAM  O,  that  would  be  very 
strange;  but  do  you  think  it  ever 
can  ? 

MAMMA.  If  you  take  care  of  that 
chrysalis  for  a  short  time,  you  will 


find  that  what  you  call  so  very 
strange,  will  really  happen. 

WILLIAM.  Well,  I  will  keep  it 
and  see ;  John  and  I  caught  a  but- 
erfly  last  summer  under  a  hat :  but 
when  I  went  to  lay  hold  of  it,  it  got 
away,  leaving  some  powder  on  my 
fingers. 

MAMMA.  If  you  had  viewed  what 
you  call  'powder,'  through  a  good 
microscope  you  wrould  have  disco- 
vered it  to  be  feathers,  with  which 
the  little  insect  is  clad. 

WILLIAM.  Feathers  !  how  very 
curious ! 

MAMMA.  All  the  works  of  God 
are  wonderful,  and  they  all  show 
forth  his  goodness  as  well  as  his 
wisdom.  His  tender  mercies  are 
over  all  that  he  has  made. 

WILLIAM.     I  think  that  I  should 


like  to  hear  a  history  of  all  the  ani- 
mals. 

MAMMA.  Natural  history,  my 
dear  son,  is  very  entertaining,  as 
well  as  instructive.  It  is  said,  that 
"upwards  of  twenty-five  thousand 
animals  have  been  described  by 
naturalists."  Every  one  of  them  is 
as  wonderfully  made  as  if  it  alone 
had  been  the  object  of  the  divine 
care :  and  by  what  is  called  instinct, 
they  are  all  taught  to  provide  them- 
selves with  suitable  food,  and  to 
guard  against  their  enemies.  Nor 
is  this  all;  however  small,  every 
one  of  them  enjoys  life;  for  the  Al- 
mighty has  created  none  incapable 
of  enjoy  ing  happiness.  The  Whale, 
the  largest  animal,  is  said,  in  the 
book  of  Job,  to  be  created  to  take 
his  pastime  in  the  deep.  Every  be- 
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ing,  from  the  greatest  to  the  least, 
is  suited  exactly  to  its  proper  place 
of  abode.  But  man  alone  is  capa- 
ble of  knowing,  loving,  and  praising 
the  Giver  of  all  his  happiness. 

WILLIAM.  Mother,  I  have  often 
thought  that  the  birds  and  insects 
seem  as  if  they  were  very  happy, 
when  flying  about  in  the  air. 

MAMMA.  Did  you  ever  observe, 
William,  the  different  manner  in 
which  the  birds  and  butterflies  move? 

WILLAM.  Yes;  the  butterflies 
move  zig-zag  but  the  birds  do  not. 

MAMMA.  The  irregular  flight  of 
the  butterfly  prevents  it  being  too 
easily  the  prey  of  the  bird,  and  this 
makes  up  for  its  being  so  easily 
seen,  by  its  size  and  its  bright  co- 
lours. Thus  what  at  first  appears 
accidental,  or  of  no  consequence, 


is  you  see,  a  proof  of  what  I  have 
just  said,  that  the  care  and  good- 
ness of  God  are  visible  in  the  small- 
est particular. 

WILLIAM.  I  shall  think,  Mother, 
of  what  you  have  told  me,  and  I 
will  never  hurt  any  thing  again.  I 
am  afraid  that  I  hurt  the  butterfly, 
when  its  feathers  came  off  in  myhand. 

MAMMA.  I  hope  that  you  did 
not,  my  dear  child,  as  the  smaller 
insects,  like  the  lobster  and  crab, 
have  a  hard  covering  instead  of  such 
a  skin  as  we  have ;  this  renders  them 
less  liable  to  suffer  from  slight  acci- 
dents, and  suits  their  way  of  life. 
I  am  glad,  however,  to  observe  that 
you  are  concerned  about  it,  for 
that  God  notices  every  animal  which 
lives,  is  certain.  "  His  kingdom 
ruleth  over  all."  The  merciful  Sa- 


viour  has  declared,  that  not  a  spar- 
row is  forgotten  before  God.  It 
must  therefore,  be  highly  displeas- 
ing in  his  sight  when  children  take 
pleasure  in  tormenting  any  thing 
that  breathes.  You  remember,  Wil- 
liam, that  he  once  enabled  a  poor 
injured  ass  to  reprove  her  master. 
The  Athenians  once  condemned  a 
boy  to  death  for  putting  out  the 
eyes  of  a  quail :  thinking  that  a 
child  who  could  find  pleasure  in  cru- 
elty, must  possess  a  disposition  so 
wicked  that  if  he  were  suffered  to 
grow  up,  it  might  prove  fatal  to  the 
lives  of  his  fellow  citizens. 

There  are,  perhaps,  no  animals 
which  do  not  feel  gratitude  to  those 
who  uniformly  treat  them  with  kind- 
ness. An  unhappy  man  long  con- 
fined in  a  French  prison,  found  his 


highest  amusement  in  the  tameness 
of  a  spicier. 

Mention  some  of  those  passages 
in  the  bihle  which  ought  to  teach  us 
humanity  to  animals  ? 

WILLIAM.  It  is  said  in  the  his- 
tory of  the  deluge,  that  "  God  re- 
membered Noah  and  every  living 
thing,  and  all  the  cattle  ; "  Gen. 
viii.  1.:  and  much  the  same  thing  is 
said  in  the  book  of  Jonah  iv.  11. 
It  is  said  also  that  "the  righteous 
man  regard eth  the  life  of  his  beasts." 
Prov.  xii.  10.  "Thou  shalt  not 
muzzle  the  ox  when  he  treadeth  out 
the  corn ;"  Deut.  xxv.  4.  And  it  is 
said  in  another  place,  "Thou  shalt 
not  seethe  a  kid  in  his  mother's 
milk."  Deut.  xiv.  21. 

MAMMA.  I  am  glad  that  you 
recollect  so  many,  but  have  you 
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forgotten  one  of  the  commandments? 

WILLIAM.  O  yes;  I  remember 
the  fourth  Commandment  says,  thy 
cattle  shall  rest  on  the  sabbath  day. 
Exodus,  xx.  10. 

MAMMA.  Can  you  mention  any 
thing  in  the  example  of  our  blessed 
Lord? 

WILLIAM.  Yes,  when  he  cleared 
the  couit  of  the  Temple,  he  over- 
threw the  money  tables,  but  he  said 
to  those  who  sold  doves,  "  take  these 
things  hence. "  Johnii.  15,  16. 

MAMMA.  Very  well  remembered: 
the  Scripture  as  it  is  the  highest 
authority,  so  it  is  the  best  and 
plainest  teacher:  it  speaks  to  the 
heart. 

WILLIAM.  I  am  sure  it  must  be 
very  cruel  to  rob  poor  little  birds  of 
their  nests  and  young  ones;  for 


II 

Papa  told  me,  some  birds  are  so 
fond  of  their  young,  that  they  will 
even  strip  the  down  from  their  own 
bodies  to  make  them  a  soft  bed — I 
hope  you  are  not  going  into  the 
house  yet,  Mamma  ? 

MAMMA.  I  shall  be  wanted  soon 
and  therefore  cannot  stay  many  mi- 
nutes longer;  but,  before  I  go,  I 
will  tell  you  what  I  heard  a  gentle- 
man once  observe  of  a  butterfly.  In 
this  little  creature  we  have  what 
should  lead  us  to  think  of  the  resur- 
rection. From  an  egg  it  becomes 
a  caterpillar.  Does  it  not,  he  said, 
almost  exceed  belief,  that  this  little 
creature,  which  we  see  slowly  crawl- 
ing about,  shall  soon,  sporting  in 
the  air,  charm  every  beholder  by  its 
beauties?  The  unlikelihood  seems 
even  increased,  when  it  is  enclosed 
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in  a  shell,  as  that  is,  William,  which 
you  now  have  in  your  hand.  In 
that  state  some  remain  but  eight 
days;  others  eight  months,  or  long- 
er :  however,  in  time  it  changes  to 
a  creature,  which  in  beauty  may  vie 
with  any  other.  If  the  butterfly 
could  think,  how  would  it  wonder 
and  rejoice  in  the  surprizing  change ! 
Can  you,  my  dear  child,  apply  this 
to  the  resurrection  ? 

WILLIAM.  No,  Mamma,  I  wish 
you  would  explain  it  to  me. 

MAMMA.  Is  not  the  state  of  this 
creature  when  a  caterpillar,  an  em- 
blem of  our  life  on  earth  ?  and  does 
not  the  chrysalis  remind  us  of  the 
grave?  The  wonderful  change  that 
follows,  is  a  striking  representation 
of  that  change,  which  shall  pass  on 
the  good  when  the  trumpet  of  judge- 
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ment  shall  sound:  but,  my  dear 
William,  I  may  observe,  that  all 
similitudes  of  this  sort  are  very  faint. 
This,  however,  we  may  safely  say, 
''With  God  all  things  are  possible." 
It  is  as  easy  for  him  to  raise  our  vile 
bodies  from  the  grave,  as  it  is  to  pro- 
duce the  sportive  fly  from  the  dull 
chrysalis,  or  alter  the  loathsome  na- 
ture of  a  caterpillar,  to  that  of  the 
most  beautiful  of  insects. 

WILLIAM.  It  is  indeed  as  you 
say,  very  strange,  and  so  %  striking 
that  it  seems  almost  intended  to 
afford  us  a  visible  proof  of  the  resur- 
rection. I  scarcely  ever  saw  a  cater, 
pillar  without  feeling  some  disgust; 
but  now  I  shall  look  on  it  with  very 
different  sensations. 

MAMMA.  You  should,  my  dear 
child,  check  all  feeling  of  disgust 
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towards  any  of  God's  creatures. 
They  were  all  at  first  declared  to  be 
very  good ;  we  only  have  sinned  and 
made  ourselves  vile  in  the  sight  of 
our  Creator.  Could  we  see  with  our 
eyes  a  soul  in  its  natural  state,  where 
pride  or  hatred,  or  revenge,  or  enmi- 
ty against  God  reigned,  how  much 
more  disgusting  would  it  appear 
than  any  reptile !  How  should  we 
praise  him  who  has  opened  a  foun- 
tain for  sin  and  uncleanness,  and 
how  anxiously  should  we  pray  to 
have  our  sins  forgiven,  and  our 
hearts  changed  by  his  Holy  Spirit, 
that  after  we  shall  have  followed  his 
blessed  example  on  earth  we  may 
be  happy  with  him  in  heaven,  where 
our  vile  bodies  shall  be  changed* 
and  made  like  unto  his  glorious  bo- 
dy, for  ever  and  ever. 
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tt'HO  shall  change  our  vile  body,  that 
it  may  be  fashioned  like  unto  his  glorious 
foxfy.— Phil,  iil  21. 


And  must  this  body  die? 

This  mortal  frame  decay? 
And  must  these  active  limbs  of  mine 

Lie  mouldering  in  the  clay? 

Corruption,  earth,  and  worms, 
Shall  but  refine  this  flesh, 

Till  my  triumphant  spirit  comes 
To  put  it  on  afresh. 

God,  my  redeemer,  lives, 

And  often  from  the  skies 
Looks  down  and  watches  all  my  dust, 

Till  he  shall  bid  it  rise. 

Array 'd  in  glorious  grace 

Shall  these  vile  bodies  shine, 

ind  every  shape  and  every  face 
Look  heavenly  and  divine. 

fhese  lively  hopes  we  owe 

To  Jesus'  dying  love : 
We  would  adore  his  grace  below, 

And  sing  his  power  above. 
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TO    THE    BUTTERFLY. 


CHILD  of  the  sun!    pursue  thy  rapturous 

flight, 
Mingling  with  her  thou  lov'st  in  fields  of 

light: 

And  where  the  flowers  of  Paradise  unfold, 
Quaff  fragrant  nectar  from  their  cups  of  gold-  * 
There  shall  thy  wings,  rich  as  an  evening 

sky, 

Expand  and  shut  with  silent  extacy  ! 
— Yet  wert  thou  once  a  worm,  a  thing  that 

crept 
On  the  bare  earth,  then  wrought  a  tomb 

and  slept 

And  such  is  man:  soon  from  his  cell  of  clay 
To  burst — a  seraph  in  the  blaze  of  day ! 
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